My silence around companions is an illustration of the sorrow caused by former friends My sobs during romance films are a rehearsal of a poem recalling my unsuccessful odyssey Through more broken hearts than any surgery of kindness can repair My sad smiles towards children at play sound out the prose of a lonely childhood Where castigation and screams were all that ever reached my highly alert ears It's all been diaries of pain so far, but the remaining blank pages will be filled
With short yet powerful stories of optimism and contentment which I'm taking 
